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\ y HAT,Day no more! the holy Prophet dead! 
What pungent grief the doleful tidings ſpread ! 


Fair Zion weeps and trembles at the ſound ; 


The ſtroke how heavy, and how deep the wound! 


Inſatiate death! how haſt thou forc'd away 
From our embrace, our dear, our honar'd Day! 


How haſt thou ſnatch'd the ſhepherd ſromthe flock; 
Thy ſteps how filent ! ah, how great the ſhock ! 


While filent grief fits penſive on each eye, 
And friendſhip heaves the ſympathetic ſigh, 
The plaintive muſe would bear her tender part, 
And ſing the feelings of a mournful heart; 
A heart whoſe fibres long had twin'd around 
The lovely Saint, on earth no longer found ; 
A heart that bleeds for her departed Dar, 
And longs, like him, to drop her cumberous clay. 
A Calm 


(4) 
Calm and reſign'd his checker'd life he clos'd, 


On Jeſu's breaſt his weary head repos'd ; 
Lay undiſmayed 'midſt ſavage death's alarms, 
And fell aſleep within his Savior's arms: 

But fell aſleep to wake in endleſs light, 

A ſhining ſaint enrob'd in ſpotleſs white, 

To join with angels in their bleſt employ, 
And take his fill of everlaſting joy. 


Come ye, his dear Relations, clad in grief, 
(The ſmiles of Heaven afford you full relief !)— 
Come ye, the People of his joy and care, 
Whoſe fruits of love, alas, no more ye ſhare ! 
Fruits ſweet and pleaſant, wholeſome and mature, 
To feed the hungry, the diſeas'd to cure, — 
Come ye, his Brethren in the Lord of love, 
Whoſe ſouls, like his, would bear us all above, — 
Come ye, his Friends in parts remote, whoſe eyes 
No more behold him underneath the ſkies, — 
Come ye, who ſaw the chriſtian and divine, 


For half an age, in him ſo brightly ſhine, — 


Come, join the muſe around the Prophet's tomb, 


Where dwells a long, but not an endleſs gloom ; 


With mingled tears bedew the dear remains, 


Where lodg'd a ſoul that now in glory reigns ; 
The 
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The ambient air with lamentations load, 


And ſend your ſighs thro' all the land abroad: 


Then, ceaſe to weep, and raiſe your glittering eyes 
To the bright manſions in the bliſsful ſkies ; 
There, there behold, ſtill liſtening to his ſong, 
The ſhining Saint among th” angelic throng ; 
Nor ceaſe to gaze, till ye, like Day aſcend, 


And, round the throne, with him your praiſes blend, 


No more, alas, we ſee the lovely face, 
And placid mien, that ſhone with every grate, 
That gladden'd all within his dear abode, 
The friendly circle, and the houſe of God! 
No more, alas, we hear his charming tongue, 
With hallow'd fire, addreſs tu' attentive throng, 
And ſound abroad the great Redeemer's name, 
His peerleſs glories and his deathleſs fame ! 
No more the widow and the orphan find 
In him a friend benevolent and kind ! 
Death's dark abode conceals him from our eyes ; 
But oh, what worth in death's dark manſion lies! 
In early youth how ſingularly meek ! 
How rarely virtuous ! how inclin'd to ſeek 


Celeſtial wiſdom for his conſtant guide ! 


And how devoid of arrogance and pride! 
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How he devoted to his Savior's praiſe | 
The ſtrength and beauty of his younger days, 
With cheerful feet his ſhining footſteps trod, 
And burn'd with love to his redeeming God! 
How was he bleſs'd with every grace divine, 
That made his ſpirit and deportment ſhine ! 
What lowlineſs, what rectitude of mind, 


What meekneſs, zeal, and ſanctity, combin'd 


With chriſtian prudence, fortitude ſerene, 
And ſoft addreſs, adorned his humble mein! 
Humility, with all her beauteous train, 

Ran thro” his conduct, like a golden chain; 
And could his virtues be deſcribed at large, 

A ſtranger might with fulſome flattery charge 


Th' impartial muſe, while friends who knew him beſt 


Would own that half his worth was not expreſs'd. 


A friend to concord, and a foe to ſtrife, 
He walk'd with God thro' every ſtage of life. 
The ſacred page devotion, prayer, and praiſe, 
Were dear companions of his toilſome days. 
In prayer how fervent! how devout! how ſweet ! 
And oh, how humble at Jehovah's feet! 
His mind how placid *mid(t tempeſtuous grief! 


In each diſtreſs he found divine relief. 
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How did he hold communion with his God, 
While the vain world beneath his feet he trode! 


How did his ſoul aſcend the realms above, 

On the ſtrong pinions of ſeraphic love ! 

And how, at length, ſhe took her joyful flight 
To thoſe fair regions of ſupreme delight! 


In him the chriſtian, huſband, parent, friend, 
And paſtor ſhone reſplendent to the end; 
Nor can the muſe determine, (ſuch his light!) 
In which he ſhin'd ſuperlatively bright, 


Fir'd with a ſacred evangelic zeal 
For Jelu's name and man's immortal weal, 
By Heaven commiſſion'd dor the grand deſign, 
And fraught with knowledge, human and divine, 


He ſpread the tidings of ſalvation round, 


His trumpet gave a ſweet and certain ſound. 
From Sinai's top, wrapt in the thundering cloud, 


The ſinnner's doom, firſt, he pronounc'd aloud, 


With awe deſcribing his tremendous ſtate, 


To rouſe the wretch aſleep at hell's dark gate; 
Next, from the ſummit of fair Zion's hill, 
Where flowers abound, and copious deus diſtil, 
He pour'd a flood of goſpel light along 


From a warm heart and a melMious tongue. 
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Chriſt and his croſs was his delightful theme, 
The fountain whence immortal bleflings ſtream. 
How he deſcrib'd the wonders of his love, | 
Or bleeding here, or triumphing above ! 


How he proclaim'd his free ſtupendous grace, 


Shen to the vileſt of our guilty race! 


How clear, important, and harmonious were 
The various truths with which he charm*dour ear! 
And what an unction from above perfum'd 

His miniſtrations, and his mind illum'd ! 

Th attentive ſinner trembled at the ſound, 

The contrite heart ſweet conſolation found : 
Each heavenly grace beneath his doctrine grew, 
His doctrine fell as ie refreſhing dew, 

And the plantation Gord with his care 

Bore ample fruit, delicious, kind, and fair : 
Still, like the cedar, may it ſpread its root, 


Still, like the vine, produce abundant fruit. 


Wiſe as the ſerpent, harmleſs as the dove, 


He ſhone with prudence, while he flam'd with love. 


No frothy wit, that damps devotion's flame, 


Defil'd his lips, to gain a vulgar fame : 

His ſolemn, meek, engaging manner ſhew'd, 

His mind was with each heavenly grace endu'd. 
| . No 
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No furious zeal, no ſpeculations wild, 


Pofleſs'd his ſoul devout, ſerene, and mild: 


A ſacred ardor, fed with love divine, 
Glow'd at his heart, and made the preacher ſhine, 
No filthy lucre; and no vain applauſe, 

Inflamed his breaſt ; he ſerv'd the noble cauſe 


Of pure religion with the pureſt mind : 
Celeſtial fire had all his ſoul refin'd. 


But ah, bright Day no longer ſhines below ! 
No longer cheers us in a world of woe! 
The radiant Orb no longer gilds the weſt f 
Ah, Wellington! how ſad thy throbbing breaſt ?! 
The radiant Orb is ſet, bu 
With greater luſtre, and in 
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ighter ſkies 5 
He now refletts the Savior's pfaile above, 

And beams with glory in the realms of love, 
Adieu, bleſt Saint! till we thy face behold 
Where Jeſus dwells, where all his charms unfold, 
And with thee there join all the ranſom'd throng, 


To praiſe the Lamb in one immortal ſong. 


Nor Dax alone, more Lights that us'd to move 
And ſhine along, like brilliant ſtars above, 
Have lately ſet, or rapidly deſcend, 


And ſoon, alas, their radiant courſe will end. 
| What 
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What ſadneſs ſpreads o'er Zion's face around! 
Whatawfulgloomo'erwhelmsherhallowedground? | 
How Jong ſhall death, the king of terrors, reign, 
And hold his captives in his dark domain 9 


For ever? No ! the Prince of life, ere long, 


Shall, with his arm omnipotently ſtrong, 


Dethrone the tyrant, laſt of Zion's * 5 
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| Of all her mental and corporeal woe - 5 
f Shall with his voice burſt open all the'cells 


In death's dread priſon, where confuſion dwells, a 
And with, the brightifs Bf his lage illume Fad oe 
The deep receſſes pf the diſmal tomb. we 
Lo! endleſs life and heavenly beauty ſpread 


Thro' all the regions 5 Ce the pious dead 


Behold the ſaints in tning crowds ariſe 
| Io meet the Lord in the empyreal ſkies! 
| There, there I ſee my honored Dar aſcend ! 


| Now, ceaſe my grief, my plaintive numbers end. 


THE END. 


